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Mrs. Marlene David, Assistant & Upper 
School Head, to Hang Up Both Hats 

by REBECCA STRAUS 
and JOELLE NOVEY 

She knew what she was going 

to say when the call came: absolutely 

not. When, in January of 1985, Bryn 

Mawr headmistress Barbara Chase 

called a Michigan high school teacher 

in search of a new upper school head, 

Mrs. Marlene David knew she was going 

to decline. “All the way through, 

walking to the phone, I was thinking , 

‘How do I tell her no? Pm not ready to 

move.’” She had two sons, after all, who 

would be starting their eighth and twelfth 

grade years in the fall, and she and her 

family were settled in their hometown. 

Mrs. Chase, however, didn’t 

give her prospect a chance to make 

excuses. “She didn’t let me talk,” laughs 

Ms. David. “She said, ‘Let me tell you 

about this school.’ I remember she used 

the words ‘rigor’ and ‘nurture.’ By the 

time she got to the end of her 10 minutes” 

and asked the reluctant candidate to 

attend an interview in Chicago, she could 

no longer muster her planned refusal. “I 

found myself saying yes,” recalls Ms. 

David with a smile. “ I knew nothing 

about the school.” 

Now, 12 years later, on the eve 

of her departure and wearing the dual 

hats of Upper School Head and Assistant 

Head of School, Mrs. David finds it hard 

to remember such ambivalence about 

109 West Melrose. During her tenure, 

she has seen the school grow in size, 

reputation, and mission. (The Upper 

School has grown from 230 students to 

323 since 1985.) From facilitating the 

diversification of the student body to 

spearheading the adoption of the 70- 

minute schedule, Mrs. David has played 

an important role in many of the changes 

accompanying this growth. 

Increasing diversity was 

something Mrs. Chase had championed 

since her arrival in 1980. When Mrs. 

David came five years later, she, like the 

headmistress, was committed to 

continued progress. Mrs. David’s first 

teaching job had been in inner-city 

Detroit in a primarily African-American 

high school. She remembers the race 

riots that followed the assassination of 

civil rights leader Dr. Martin Luther 

and worried about ‘standards’ falling 

[with the influx of new kinds of 

students]. There had to be a lot of talk 

about it,” she says. “We would have 

convocations and discussions several 

times a year.” Parents and other adults 

Mrs.David admits that being both Assistant and Upper School Head "is not really 

‘do-able'now. ” She will be probably be replaced by two people, one in each role. 

King, Jr. in 1968. She taught, six months 

pregnant, with gunshots as background 

noise and the National Gaurdsmen on 

surrounding street corners. These 

conditions gave her a keen awareness 

and commitment to racial issues that she 

carried with her to Baltimore. 

“I believed very much,” she 

says, “in schools that provided 

opportunities for students to learn from 

each other. That passion,” she says, “is 

what brought me here.” Making 

progress on such issues was harder back 

then, says Mrs. David. “There were 

lots of people who believed 

passionately that this was the 

right thing to do,” she 

explains, “but there were 

others who didn’t see 

why this should happen 

Mrs. David’s Bryn Mawr 

1985 

Mrs. David, a high 

school teacher in 

Michigan, comes to 

Bryn Mawr as 

Upper School Head 

were often most reluctant to make 

progress. .“The students,” she says, 

“were probably more with it than 

anybody else.” 

One of Mrs. David’s more 

recent projects was the implementation 

of the 70-minute schedule, which 

lengthened each class period by half an 

hour and shifted class meetings to every 

other day. Ms. Claire Sproul, Dean of 

Students, who has worked closely with 

Mrs. David as both a teacher and 

administrator, says that Mrs. David’s 

plan, designed to facilitate more in-depth 

learning and reduce the hassles of the 

school day, “was her baby.” Since the 

schedule’s implementation in the fall of 

1994, Mrs. David has been recognized 

nationally and has received many phone 

calls from schools around the country 

interested in replication. 

Mrs. David has also shown an 

ongoing commitment to students as 

individuals. The reason students can 

wear make-up and earrings with the 

uniform, Ms. Sproul explains, “is 

because it was something [Mrs. 

David] advocated” as a mode of 

self-expression. “She has a very 

progressive attitude towards 

individuality.” Mrs. David’s 

concern for students’ health led 

her to include discussion of sex 

and substance abuse in the 

curriculum. 

In addition to her work to help 

E students, Mrs. David “supports the 

o faculty enormously,” says Ms. 

| Sproul. She has repeatedly helped 

^ teachers secure grants and 

i redesign curriculums. 

o As the school has grown, Mrs. 

§ David’s responsibilities have 

jl expanded to a sometimes 

~ overwhelming level. With the 

| school at its current size, being 

both the head of the Upper School 

and the assistant to the 

headmistress “is not really ‘do¬ 

able’ now,” she says. When Mrs. 

David leaves at the end of this year 

to head the Marshall School in Duluth, 

Minnesota, the search to replace her will 

be a search for two people — one to 

serve as Assistant Head and the other to 

direct the Upper School. 

The Marshall School is a coed 

school of 525 students in grades 5-12. 

“I am very excited (and a little nervous, 

of course) about the prospect of leading 

a school,” Mrs. David wrote in a note to 

the students announcing her departure. 

“There is a special spirit about Bryn 

Mawr that centers largely on the 

wonderful nature of its students; you are 

curious, affectionate, and bright in ways 

few people can imagine. I am fortunate 

in having been able to work with you 

these recent years.” 

1985-1997 

1993 1994 1995 1997 

In 1994, Mrs. David (right) served 

as queen of the Spirit Parade. 

Mrs. Barbara 

Chase, Headmis¬ 

tress, departs for 

Phillips Andover 

in Mass. 

70-mirude schedule, 

Mrs. David's “baby," 

instituted at BMS, 

Gilman and Roland 

Park. 

Mrs. David leaves to 

head Marshall 

School in Duluth, 

Minn. 



2 Opinion TkeQuill 
2/21/77 

Letters 
I would 

I like to commend 

The Quill on its 

[January 31] ar- 

I tide, “The Other 

Opponent: Are 

Bryn Mawr Athletes De¬ 

feating Themselves?” By beginning 

conversations, this article is a great start 

to combatting drinking by athletes. 1 do 

not agree, however, with some of the 

opinions expressed by students in the ar¬ 

ticle. Having been a varsity athlete for 

four years, I understand the pressures in¬ 

volved in athletics. Most athletes finish 

a practice or a game mad at themselves, 

their coaches, or their teammates, but 

those frustrations can and should be dealt 

with in ways other than drinking. 

The article also states that ath¬ 

letes have “an image to fulfill” and a 

reputation to uphold. Instead of valuing 

popularity or partying, younger students 

should look up to athletes who display 

ability, determination, leadership and 

spirit. The article quotes a senior who 

said, “You see ever other athlete in the 

class drinking, and you think ... it must 

not affect you.” This is not true -- not 

every athlete drinks! What people don't 

see is the effect of drinking after a prac¬ 

tice or game or the emotional struggle 

athletes may feel due to their actions. 

I was enraged by some of the 

opinions held by our administrators on 

this issue. Although drinking will con¬ 

tinue in our community and abroad, the 

fact remains that all of us are under age 

and are breaking the law by drinking. 

Drinking is something I feel should not 

be accepted within our school, regard¬ 

less of the difficulty administrators face 

in enforcing this law. 

I know that my opinions are 

not widely shared throughout the athletic 

community. Unfortunately, the athletes 

who do not drink are left in the shadows 

and are not seen or heard. We still have 

fun and go to parties; we just don’t in¬ 

clude drinking in our celebrations. By 

drinking, athletes cheat themselves and 

their teams. 

I believe that those athletes 

who strive for better performance and 

excellence instead of succumbing to the 

pressure to drink will ultimately succeed. 

Qjuulu Iwt 

-Julie French, ‘97 
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It’s a question of nurture vs. 

nature. Is my love of Baltimore instinc¬ 

tive because I was raised here? Or is it 

because I am the fourth generation bom 

here and the city is in my blood? What¬ 

ever the reason, I certainly qualify as a 

true Baltimorean. 

No one dares bad-mouth the 

Orioles (or praise the Indianapolis Colts) 

in my presence. The only seasonings I 

use when I cook are McCormick. When 

someone mentions Mayor D'Alesandro, 

I know to ask “Young Tommy or Old 

Tommy?” 

I can play Baltimore Geogra¬ 

phy and trace my mother’s childhood 

friends within a block, like Henry 

Higgins could do with speech in “My 

Fair Lady.” The original location of my 

school was on Cathedral Street where the 

Meyerhoff is now. I have boxes in my 

closet that read “Hutzler’s,” and I call 

Rite-Aid Pharmacies “Read’s.” When¬ 

ever I watch “Sleepless in Seattle,” I grin 

with delight during the scene in the 

Women’s Industrial Exchange and ex¬ 

claim, “I’ve been there!” 

Of course I know Baltimore is 

the home of H.L. Mencken and Ogden 

Nash, but I also can point out the resi¬ 

dences of Gerald Johnson and F. Scott 

Fitzgerald. My senior prom will be held 

at Westminster Hall, the burial site of 

Edgar Allan Poe. Maybe someday I’ll 

be the one to discover who leaves the 

rose and cognac on Poe’s grave each 

Halloween. 

It’s a question of nurture 
vs. nature. Is my love of 

Baltimore instinctive 
because I was raised here? 
Or is it because I am the 
fourth generation born 

here and the city is in my 
blood? 

My great-grandfather, Abe 

Sherman, was the proprietor and resident 

grouch of Sherman’s Bookstore, 

founded in 1919 at the base of the Battle 

Monument and later moved to the cor¬ 

ner of Pratt and Mulberry. I spent much 

of my childhood there: learning to give 

change, sorting newspapers by country 

of origin, and reminding customers that 

they can browse at the Pratt up the street. 

When it closed in 1989, two years after 

Abe’s death, Baltimore lost not only a 

unique bookstore but a part of the urban 

culture that once was such a character¬ 

istic of downtown Baltimore. 

I have grown up surrounded 

by Baltimore memorabilia. Our house 

is a fascinating tour of 200 years of 

Baltimore’s history, from maps in the 

den showing the growth of the city from 

1781 to 1804, toCatorandA. Hoen litho¬ 

graphs in the dining room. The foyer 

displays the first edition of The Balti¬ 

more Sun, published May 17,1837, and 

scenes of the Great Fire of 1904. I ab¬ 

sorbed the history of Baltimore each time 

I walked up and down the stairs. 

This past summer I visited 

Prague, Athens, and Jerusalem. I was 

able to wander the streets and explore 

the nooks and crannies that made each 

city special. I saw things that were thou¬ 

sands of years old. It was a fascinating 

experience, and I appreciate each city for 

what it is. Still, I love Baltimore because 

no other city in the world is like it. Bal¬ 

timore is a combination of old Southern 

gentility and Northern progressiveness. 

It is a city of ethnic neighborhoods, dis¬ 

tinctive cuisine, and much more than the 

sum of its parts. I love it. 

This piece recently received 

second place in a “Why I Love Balti¬ 

more" essay contest sponsored by the 

Advertising and Professional Club of 

Baltimore. Her prize included a $5000 

college scholarship. 

As a baby, my ap¬ 

pearance reflected 

my background more 

than it has ever since. 

I had black hair and 

still darker eyes; 

someone might have 

been able to tell that 

my father was Thai 

and that my mother 

was of Irish descent. 

By the time I was 

five, though, no one 

would have connected me to my father. 

Our realization came when I took my 

First trip to Bangkok, Thailand, where 

my father had lived until his medical 

residency in America. At the Royal Pal¬ 

ace, my Dad looked up in surprise when 

charged more for admission than he had 

calculated. Seeing that the price was 

more expensive for foreigners, he real¬ 

ized that he had been charged the for¬ 

eigner fee for his own daughter. The at¬ 

tendant had done what seemed reason¬ 

able. Looking back, though, I wonder 

how my father felt at the small mistake. 

If I had a daughter who didn’t look like 

some small part of me, I might be a little 

sad that my own blood was not recog¬ 

nizable. 

My heritage, however, runs 

deeper than my skin or hair. Being 

Asian-American has enriched and ex¬ 

panded my views because it offers me 

roots in two cultures. Most of my small 

family lives in Thailand, a land a whole 

world away but one that I love. Among 

my favorite memories of Thailand are 

endless rice patties, shoe-less houses, 

gold temples, Buddha statues as long as 

soccer Fields, and incense seeping from 

every crack of the places of worship. 

But I can’t call my grand¬ 

mother and speak to her in Thai. I have 

no idea what school is like for my three 

Thai cousins or what they will do when 

grown. It’s harder to share some expe¬ 

riences with my family members than 

with my friends. Sometimes I dread that 

I may be a hypocrite. 

Since my appearance does not 

usually tell people that I am Asian- 

American, I can “choose” when to be 

Asian or Caucasian. I feel a little artifi¬ 

cial in whichever group I choose. I know 

that I am both, though, and have worked 

to be a part of each culture. It’s ex¬ 

tremely difficult to sit on both sides dur¬ 

ing discussions about racial discrimina¬ 

tion such as the one that followed the 

Martin Luther King, Jr. Day assembly. 

When people are discussing negative 

Asian-American stereotypes, then real¬ 

ize with embarrassment that I am partly 

Asian, I laugh inside. 

It doesn’t bother me not to be 

physically stamped by my heritage. In 

many ways I have more freedom than 

people who are immediately identifiable 

by their appearance. Being Asian- 

American but not fully looking it has 

given me insight into racial issues. 

I’m really not so different 

from anyone else, though. Everyone 

faces a sense of self-betrayal or confu¬ 

sion about some aspect of his life: being 

part of any minority, for example, or feel¬ 

ing like a completely different person 

with different friends. As the number of 

interracial marriages increase, however, 

I hope that we will leam to define race 

by culture rather than appearance, so that 

children of these marriages wili not be 

plagued by struggles created by a 

society’s stubbornness. 

-Becca Jesada, 

Sports Editor 
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An “Other” World of Confusion, Possibilities 
by NICOLETTE BRUNER 

Once upon a time there was 

a woman who married a man of an¬ 

other race. Their children, noticeably 

different from their classmates, grew 

up in a society that emphasized con¬ 

formity. Not belonging to either of 

their parents' cultures, they floated 

in between, struggling with defining 

their own identity. 

The above story is lived by 

millions of biracial people through¬ 

out the world. Biracial people, or 

people with parents of different race, 

form a significant minority in the 

Bryn Mawr community. 

Zawadi Rucks, '98, who is 

half African American and half Cau¬ 

casian, is troubled by the pressure to 

conform to established racial groups, 

feeling that it keeps her from taking 

advantage of both her heritages. She 

says, "I feel that there is a big pres¬ 

sure to be in one group or another — 

to choose my identity. People just 

assume that I'm black. It's natural 

"Sometimes I wish 
I could identify 

with one specific 
race, hut my 
parents have 

realized that that 
is not possible... I 

can't identify 
myself with either 

culture. I'm a 
culture of my 

own!" 
-Lisa Andrews, ‘98 

— race is such a big issue that it's 

hard not to make assumptions — but 

1 feel like saying, 'You know, I'm 

white, too.'" When asked which race 

she filled in for the SATs, she re¬ 

sponds, "I never know which one to 

choose. None of them are really ac¬ 

curate. I usually end up picking 

'Other.'" 

Lisa Miyasaki, '97, half 

Japanese American and half Cauca¬ 

sian, encounters less of a problem 

with assumptions than Zawadi. 

"When I was younger, a lot of people 

would come up to me and be like, 

'Oh, you're a Chinese girl'.... Now 

I don't find that people have too 

many stereotypes." As for forms, 

she prefers filling in "Other" as vyell 

and types in "Eurasian." 

Julia 

Brant, '00, de¬ 

scribes herself 

as "half Japa¬ 

nese, half Penn¬ 

sylvanian, part 

German, 
Amish, Native 

American, Ha¬ 

waiian, Cana¬ 

dian, and 

Irish." She re¬ 

in e m b e r s , 

"When I was 

younger, 11 or 

12 years old, 

and I was in a 

primarily or to¬ 

tally white 

group, 1 fo¬ 

cused more on 

my father's side 

if they asked 

me anything 

about my race. 

I wish I hadn't 

done it. I hate 

excluding part 

of my life and 

heritage." She 

also fills in 

"Other" as her 

race because "I 

am proud of 

not being cat¬ 

egorized." Her 

sister, Jennifer, 

'97, cannot re¬ 

call any different treatment because 

of her mixed heritage and chooses 

"Other" because "I don't fit into any 

other category." 

Lisa Andrews, '98, is half 

South American-born Chinese and 

half native-born Indian. Her parents 

encountered some opposition from 

their families when they engaged: 

"My mom's parents did not approve 

... becauseof her age. Mydad'spar- 

ents did not approve partially be¬ 

cause of my mom's race; however, 

now they have accepted her for who 

she is. Indian and Chinese people 

in general do not marry outside of 

their own races, but my parents were 

the exception. On my mother's side, 

my grandparents were more liberal 

with who their children married on 

the basis of race. So on that side of 

the family, all of my cousins are bi¬ 

racial, and there is no one who is just 

Chinese." 

Given the 

scarcity of in¬ 

terracial mar¬ 

riages in the 

Chinese and 

Indian com¬ 

munities, she 

found that 

when she first 

moved to 

Maryland 

"people (in 

these groups], 

I felt, ex¬ 

cluded me 

and my fam¬ 

ily from 

events be¬ 

cause of their 

marriage and 

strict cul¬ 

tures." She 

does not be¬ 

lieve in filling 

in the racial 

bubbles on 

forms because 

"1 [don't] 

think people 

need to 

know." When 

questioned 

about the 

pressure to 

identify with 

one heritage 

to the exclu¬ 

sion of the other, Lisa explains, 

"Sometimes I wish I could identify 

with one specific race, but my par¬ 

ents have realized that that is not 

possible. My father did not follow 

the Indian culture, nor does my 

mother follow her Chinese culture. 

As of now I can't identify myself 

with either culture. I'm a culture of 

my own!" 

LYDIA 
TRAILL 
Curlotltles 

My sister got old before her 

time, my brother was bullied into it, 

and had I known my parents before 

their time to be old, which by the 

time I arrived in this world was well 

past, I assure you, I am certain they 

would have ^ 

been old too _ . 

early, too Ev Every one in my 
eryone in my , .T i a 
family is a family is a grade-A, 
nedde’Acoeuid could teach it to 
back people laidback people 
anywhere, spaz . 

a minute, genu- anywhere, 
ine, really big . 

worrier, and spaz a minute, 
this has aged . tt t • 

them consider- genuine, really big 
know thathys- WORRIER... 
teria and stress _ 

is contagious, EXCept file. 
as anyone in_ 

the senior class 

can tell you, but somehow, so far this 

trait has escaped me. I don't do my 

homework, I forget about my com¬ 

mitments, 1 lose things. In other 

words. I'm totally irresponsible. 

Teachers from the day I was bom ask 

me why my desk isn't as tidy as 

Saskia's (my sister). They are always 

kindly, except for that one run-in 

with Ms. Matthews in second grade, 

when she felt it necessary to dump 

the contents of my desk on the floor, 

to prove to me that it was messy. I 

knew very well it was messy; I just 

didn't feel like cleaning it up. 

My mother, too, is always 

trying to infuse me with some idea 

of the importance of any given situ¬ 

ation. But nothing works. This wor¬ 

ries me. (Ironic, no?) Quite a lot, if 

truth be told, because although I 

don't want to be an old fogy now, 

what will happen when I am finally 

hit with this worry bug? I'm com¬ 

pletely unprepared for it, and I will 

most probably internally combust. 

Or what if, desperately trying to es¬ 

cape from this genetic vortex, I go too 

far the other way and have a Peter 

Pan complex, which I'm not even 

sure women can have? 

But I think I am saved from 

this lack of fogydom, if saved is the 

correct word, as I'm not sure if I want 

it, or don't want it, or what if I'm 

stuck in this indecision for the rest 

of my life, dying my hair blue but 

still trying to wear bell-bottoms? 

Aargh! 

You may wonder what 

event has sparked these paroxysms, 

as my columns are generally sea¬ 

sonal, and subtly (yet with a certain 

““~ poignant accu¬ 

racy) comple¬ 

ment the theme 

of the paper. 

(I'm taking Cre¬ 

ative Writing 

now. Can you 

tell?) And so far, 

this column has 

not, you're right. 

But it was actu¬ 

ally the recent 

snowfalls that 

made me realize 

this fundamen¬ 

tal truth about 

myself. While 

my father was 

out there, dig- 

_ ging away, try- 

“ “ "* 1 ing to free his car 

from the slush fest that was our 

driveway, and my mother was try¬ 

ing to defrost our pipes, I sat gazing 

out our window, thinking how 

lovely the snow was. And then 15 

minutes later, I was cursing the 

clouds that put snow on the ground 

that 1 had to shovel off our walkway. 

And then I was watching the TV, 

laughing at the film montage of chil¬ 

dren sledding, thinking all was right 

with the world and loving snow and 

children's laughter and pretty much 

everything. And then I was back to 

the cursing, because my car was 

stuck. Etc., etc., etc. 

So you can see why I'm 

worried about my future. Am I go¬ 

ing to be reliable, dependable, with 

my two feet on the ground? Or am I 

going,,tojae 4 tUpberty-gibbet with 

my head intheelotids? Or am I go¬ 

ing to be dead with a stomach ulcer 

that ate me? 

For now. I'm trying to keep 

my motto /'Balance." Get my work 

done as best I can, but don't worry 

about things I cannot change. 

Doesn't that sound nice? If only I 

could remember it when I need it. 
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Leadership Profiles Sonia Kim 
Senior Struggles With Growing Popularity of AAC 

by EMILY CHATTERJEE 

Name: Sonia Kim 

Grade: 12 

Leadership Position: President of the 

Asian Awareness Club (AAC) 

Quill : Why did you want to be presi¬ 

dent of the Asian Awareness Club? 

Sonia: I have been a member of AAC 

for four years, and I wanted to be presi¬ 

dent of Asian Awareness because we (the 

club) had the fashion show for our con¬ 

vocation last year, which was great, un¬ 

like our convocations from previous 

years, and I wanted to further this posi¬ 

tive progress this year. I wanted to make 

Asian Awareness fun and productive, 

and for our convocation to show people 

things that they would actually like 

learning about. 

Quill: What are some new things that 

you are doing this year in the club? 

Sonia: Well, every month the club as a 

whole gets take-out from a local area 

Asian restaurant. The first place that we 

went to this year was The Orchard Mar¬ 

ket, which is an Iranian restaurant lo¬ 

cated on Joppa Road. Overall, every¬ 

one really liked Iranian cuisine. It was 

certainly different from my past eating 

experiences. For example, I had never 

had hummus before. We learned that 

Iranian food in general uses lots of pita 

bread and yogurt and contains,many 

spices, but not hot spices. The next res¬ 

taurant that we want to go to is an In¬ 

dian Restaurant, but it has to be in an 

appropriate price range. 

Quill: Are there any new activities that 

Asian Awareness is participating in? 

Sonia: Well, the history department and 

the Community Alliance are co-sponsor¬ 

ing a half-day trip in March to see the 

“Splendors of Imperial China” exhibit 

at the National Gallery in Washington 

D.C., and I am a member of the plan¬ 

ning committee for this event. I really 

want to encourage all of the members of 

Asian Awareness to attend this trip, as 

should other interested students who are 

not members of the club. The exhibit is 

coming from the Imperial Museum in 

Taiwan and is composed of pieces from 

the Pre-Dynastic to the Chi’ing Dynas¬ 

tic period. 

Quill: Are there any activities that Asian 

Awareness is doing together outside of 

school? 

Sonia: The Asian Awareness Club at 

McDonogh real ly wants to do something 

with us outside of school, but this is still 

in the planning stages. We 

would like to do more things 

together outside of school, but 

it is almost impossible to do so 

because of other time commit¬ 

ments our club members have. 

Weekends are booked for most 

Asian Awareness members. 

We are, however, looking for 

a community service project 

that we can participate in that 

does not require weekend 

time. Something like making 

food for a homeless shelter 

and dropping it off would be 

ideal for us. 

Quill: How do the officers of 

Asian Awareness work to¬ 

gether to make the club func¬ 

tion well? 

Sonia: I am so happy to work 

with Jennifer Brant, ‘97, and Wiena Lin, 

‘98, who are the Vice-President and Sec¬ 

retary-Treasurer of the club, respectively. 

They provide me with a lot of help and 

support, and they take a lot of responsi¬ 

bility upon themselves. In fact, it is al¬ 

most like we are tri-presidents of Asian 

Awareness; we often divide the club up 

into three groups, because the club has 

become so large, so that we can have 

manageable discussions. 

Quill: Are there any problems that you 

are facing this year in Asian Awareness, 

and if so, how are you dealing with 

them? 

Sonia: First of all, the size of Asian 

Awareness has become an issue. After 

the success of last year’s fashion show, 

I think that a lot of people became inter¬ 

ested in the club, so now we have more 

than 40 members. It is hard sometimes 

to manage a group that large and to make 

meetings go smoothly and productively. 

Another issue that we’re deal¬ 

ing with is deciding what issues are rel¬ 

evant for the entire club. This year we 

have a lot of non-Asian members in our 

club, so I am perhaps more aware than 

[in] other years of the trend towards 

whining when we discuss issues like af¬ 

firmative action and stereotyping. I feel 

like people need to really talk about the 

issues rather than simply complaining. 

Balfour Baffles 
by EMILY MANN 

When sophomores re¬ 

ceived their class rings last week, few 

wondered about how the rings were 

made. A group of sophomores in¬ 

cluding Meghan Drennan, '99, 

Megan Bishop, '99, and Erica 

Schroder, '99, all assumed 

that the rings are made 

when "the metal 

poured into 

model," but they 

knew nothing else 

of the process. 

Mr. Henry 

Wittich works 

for the Balfour 

Company, 

which manufac¬ 

tures the Bryn 

Mawr class 

rings. He is, co¬ 

incidentally, the 

father of Jessie 

Wittich, a 1979 

graduate of 

Bryn Mawr. Mr. 

Wittich explains 

that "the stones 

are cut in Ger¬ 

many and then 

sent on to ... [the 

Balfour] com¬ 

pany in 

Attleboro, Mas¬ 

sachusetts." 

A f ter 

the stones arrive in Attleboro, the 

process begins using the lost wax 

technique. " Each ring, depending on 

the size, is made with a casting 

model. We [at Balfour] make a 

model from this wax and then pour 

molten metal into the cast which 

melts the wax," Mr. Wittich explains. 

This process only takes about 20 

min- utes to complete, but after¬ 

wards the te- 

d i o u s 

work 

The school emblem adorns the 

sophomores’ new class rings. 

gms. 

All the stones, previously 

hand-cut in Germany, are set by 

hand. Next, the polish is set on all 

Buyers 
the rings, also by hand. The antique 

finish is then baked onto the ring. 

These last procedures take a lot more 

time and concentration to accom¬ 

plish than the lost wax technique. 

While some of the process 

is completed using machines, most 

is done by hand, making the rings 

more individual for the buyers. The 

process by which the rings are made 

is relatively simple but requires a 

great deal of accuracy. For example, 

the process by which the wax is 

melted is facilitated by a skilled 

workman. 

Two different types of rings 

are sold to Bryn Mawr and sur¬ 

rounding schools. The signet ring, 

which is all metal, is engraved with 

the school seal on the top. Also, rings 

are offered with black onyx, similarly 

engraved with the seal. "Both types 

are available in 10 or 14 karat gold, 

as well as palladium and celestrium 

and can also be engraved with name, 

initials, and graduation year," Mr. 

Wittich comments. 

Many rings are turned out 

by the Balfour Company, but the 

rings differ greatly because of the 

variety of choices and the differing 

sizes of fingers. 

Although each ring obvi¬ 

ously differs because of the variety 

of choices, the same process is used 

for every ring made by Balfour, re¬ 

gardless of whether or not its desti¬ 

nation is Bryn Mawr. This is why 

there is a noticeable similarity be¬ 

tween Bryn Mawr and John Carroll 

rings. 
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Tri-School Romantic "Buzz" Stings Relationships 
by LAURIE COSTANZA 

In a year when the stan¬ 

dards of dating in the upper school 

are apparently being redefined, one 

thing remains constant. Compare 

the number of rumors and crushes 

within the tri-school school commu¬ 

nity to the actual number of success¬ 

ful relationships, and you will still 

find the number of relationships 

loses out to the prevalent romantic 

buzz. Some students use the ste¬ 

reotypes of the typical Bryn Mawr, 

Roland Park and Gilman students to 

explain these ill fated relations. 

Allegra Pepple, '98 explains that, 

"Most of the guys want girls who 

will make their own lives so insig¬ 

nificant that they will compromise 

themselves for the guy." While 

Mona Kalash, '98 feels that the 

Gilman guys "don't make enough 

effort." 

Stereotypes in the Community 

Following the Martin 

Luther King, Jr. convocation in Janu¬ 

ary, students at Bryn Mawr began to 

question the stereotypes in our com¬ 

munity. While some students are 

examining the "weak woman" ste¬ 

reo type as demeaning, others ques¬ 

tion stereotypes regarding relation¬ 

ships in the tri-school community. 

A contradiction that students are 

beginning to notice is that while 

Bryn Mawr stresses the rec- 

og- nition of 

women 

a s 

mtt 

trpfc 

one • 

can ob¬ 

serve on 

any given 

school day 

flocks of Bryn 

Mawr girls obviously 

paying more attention to 

their hair and make-up than to 

being themselves. Ms. Claire 

Sproul, dean of students, responded 

to this contradiction by reasoning, " 

Speaking for myself, the way 1 make 

sense out of that is to say we want 

very much for our 

girls to be 

con fi- 

dent.. 

bri¬ 

ers 

and 

con- 

f i - 

dent 
i n 

their 

ability to 

handle re¬ 

lationships: 

platonic, ca¬ 

sual, and roman¬ 

tic. One of the 

things that makes a 

place like Bryn Mawr 

necessary, though, is that 

we live in a culture that does 

not always promote that. My 

biggest hope is that what we help 

develop here is the confidence that 

will come out when the girls have to 

make important decisions on rela¬ 

tionships. But experimentation is 

going to happen, and that is healthy, 

but hopefully the morals will come 

out." Still, some students at Bryn 

Mawr feel that this experimentation 

leads to some Gilman boys acquir¬ 

ing inflated egos and, thus, dry 

ground for relationships. 

Is the community too close? 

The most prevalent expla¬ 

nation at Bryn Mawr is that the 

schools are just too close. Ratika 

Sood, '98 says "you know that they 

talk about you with their friends, and 

it turns out you are not just dating 

them, but you end up dating their 

friends too." In such a small com¬ 

munity, most students are only sepa¬ 

rated by one or two friends. As a re¬ 

sult, even if two people are attracted 

to each other, most of their friends 

and, thus, most of the school com¬ 

munity knows about the possibility 

of the relationship before the couple 

is even dating. 

If two students find their 

way past the stereotypes and ru¬ 

mors, they still have one more ob- 

Date gone wrong: 
One Bryn Mawr Student's Homecoming Trauma 

ANONYMOUS JUNIOR 
special to The Quill 

Click. He is not home from 

the football game yet; no one is answer¬ 

ing the phone. I thought that it would 

be over by now. It is already 5:00,5:07 

exactly. I am already dressed and ready 

to go, bul I’m not even sure what time 

Mr. X is going to pick me up. 

This was how the night of 

homecoming ominously ^egan. Mr. X 

was on the football team, which initially 

excused his lack of preparation; he was 

tardy because the game was long, and 

he couldn’t plan for the dance because 

he was so excited and nervous about the 

big game, right? So I patiently waited 

to hear from him, as the hours slowly 

passed, my dress wrinkled from sitting, 

and Saturday night television began. 

Homecoming night was di¬ 

sastrous; even the most mammoth ath¬ 

letic event could not pardon the bizarre 

transgressions. If the beginning of the 

night was bad, the end was even worse. 

No, this was not the typical blind date 

trauma, or even the first date flop that 

one might expect. I went to the dance 

with a guy who was my steady boyfriend 

at the time. Every date is not the per¬ 

fect romantic evening, and I did not ex¬ 

pect that everything would go smoothly, 

but who would guess that everything 

could go wrong? Believe it. It hap¬ 

pened! 

I called back only to reach 

Mrs. X. It was no surprise that he was 

not home yet. Mister Wonderful, him¬ 

self, called back ten minutes later, only 

to explain that his mother would pick 

me up because his keys and wallet had 

been passed around the bleachers dur¬ 

ing the game and now could not e lo¬ 

cated. Somehow this seemed a far 

worse fate than driving my aged auto¬ 

mobile personalized by its three hub¬ 

caps and three radio stations and com¬ 

plete with pins preventing the droop¬ 

ing headliner from obstructing my 

view; so, I gallantly offered to drive. 

We agreed to meet each other and a 

group of friends at his house at 6:30 

p.m. 

A friend called to determine 

the meeting place and time, and I in¬ 

formed her of the circumstances. Con¬ 

cerned that my wonder-date had for¬ 

gotten to make reservations for dinner 

as he had promised, she suggested that 

we make our own. 

I arrived at his house 

promptly. His mother had hailed him 

out and made reservations for the 

group at a local restaurant, and she had 

even changed the scheduled lime to ac¬ 

commodate my date’s lateness. I felt 

'only slightly foolish for having made 

other reservations. Dinner went well, 

accompanied by good friends and con¬ 

versation until I caught a familiar duo 

out of the corner of my eye. I had be¬ 

lieved, for a split second, that the night 

had turned around, but then I realized 

that the familiar sighting was my 

mother and sister. Could they be stalk¬ 

ing me? Of course, it fit the picture 

perlectly. At this point, it would not 

have shocked me if the next day’s head¬ 

lines read something like “Worst Home¬ 

coming Recorded in History for Bryn 

Mawr Student.” As mother and sister 

pranced through the crowded restaurant, I 

wondered if maybe I was adopted and 

hoped that this was just an awful day 

dream, or should I say day-mare. I quickly 

realized that the appearance was not a de¬ 

lusion but a reality. My mother stepped 

over to the table to remind me that I had 

forgotten the boutonniere. I thanked her 

immediately, hoping that this would secure 

a quick end to the scene so that we could 

just move right along to the next embar¬ 

rassing moment. I wanted desperately to 

ask if anyone had a video camera, as I was 

certain that the episodes of the evening 

would win the television funniest home 

video contest. 

After checking my coal, shoes, 

and keys, we headed for the dance Boor. 

Wondering il the night could possibly get 

any worse, I, the optimist, had false hopes 

that the night would improve. Alter five 

minutes of dancing, I suddenly noticed that 

Mr. X was no longer in sight. He returned 

a few minutes later bul repealed the pat¬ 

tern several times throughout the night. I 

did not realize that I would sec David 

Coppcrficld’s latest disappearing act that 

night. Luckily, 1 was able to seek out my 

friends in the crowd. 

When the dance was over, wc 

were invited to several gatherings. I agreed 

to drive to an unknown Miss Y’s house to 

retrieve the “lost” keys and wallet. After 

the mysterious afternoon incident, she was 

left with the belongings. On the way to 

her house, I asked several times what 

was wrong, to be faced only with a dull 

stare and mono-syllabic answers. The 

silence breeded a strange and foreign 

tension. Mr. X attributed his uncharac¬ 

teristic behavior to a sickness almost as 

mysterious as Miss Y. After gathering 

his scattered belongings, we headed to¬ 

wards his house. Apparently he was too 

tired and sick to go anywhere but home. 

Again, uncomfortable silence filled the 

car. My attempts to initiate conversa¬ 

tion were stifled or ignored. 

Arriving at his house, I parked 

the car and walked him to the door. I, 

again, tried to extract what was wrong. 

A look of discomfort came over his lace, 

and he finally abandoned his lame ex¬ 

cuse of sickness. Trapped only with truth 

to tell, he hesitantly broke off the rela¬ 

tionship. I listened to him think aloud 

as he rattled off all of the reasons why 

he was foolish for ending things. Alter 

the events of the evening, I readily 

agreed that things were not working and 

assured him casually that I understood. 

He looked puzzled and questioned my 

understanding, as if 1 was strange to be¬ 

lieve that Mr. X was not the ideal boy¬ 

friend, a gem to try to save. He ex¬ 

claimed, “You must not understand what 

I mean?!” Alter a night like that one, I 

surely did understand. 

So what good did come of the 

night? Well, I did not have to worry 

about speeding home to comply with my 

provisional restriction, and it certainly 

provides a humorous story to retell. 

stacle left: social boundaries. Susie 

Richter, '98 spoke for much of the 

student body when she said," People 

classify. Groups can't go out with 

other people in other groups, like if 

an really artsy person dated the top 

lacrosse player, it would be a huge 

thing." Although mixing groups 

provides for interesting lunch con¬ 

versation, it does not happen a lot; 

Lara Haskins, '97 does not think it 

has to do only with social grouping: 

"I think it's just because people [from 

different groups) don't hang out so 

they don't know each other." 

Social Boundaries 

Romantic relationships in 

the Gilman, Bryn Mawr, and Roland 

Park community are hindered by ste¬ 

reotypes, social groups, and the 

small nature of the community. 

Judging by the enthusiasm evoked 

by the mention of this topic, how¬ 

ever, members of the community 

agree on one thing: every situation 

is different. Thus, one cannot ex¬ 

plain, name, or group relationships 

or people as groups. Combine this 

with the low success rate of tri-school 

romantic relationships, and it seems 

as if all students are ready to stop 

naming and grouping people they 

do not know, and ready to start cul¬ 

tivating new, strong friendships be¬ 

tween the three schools. By defini¬ 

tion. everyone in the human race is 

unique; a certain uniform does not 

change that. Keep that in mind and 

maybe this will be the beginning of 

a beautiful, tri-school friendship. 

Tri-School 
Social 

Activities 
Calendar 

Sat. 2/22 10th 
Grade Ring Dance 

Sat. 3/29 Giman 
Spring Dance 

Sat. 4/5 BMS / 
RPCS SGA Spring Fling 

Sat. 4/19 Black 
Awareness Club Dance 

Sat. 5/3 Bazaar 
/ Gym Drill 
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Film 

Reel 
by An/laa Khurana 

and Adlna Kati 

“Evita” 

Starring: Madonna, Antonio 

Banderas, Jonathan Pryce 

Directed by: Alan Parker 

Composer: Sir Andrew Lloyd 

Webber 

Lyricist: Tim Rice 

"Evita" is basically an ad 

for Eva Peron with a few catchy 

jingles that deserve praise. Al¬ 

though Alan Parker's movie "Evita" 

contains only a bit of truth here and 

there, it is a good, though unrealis¬ 

tic, movie and we give him kudos 

for hav¬ 

ing the 

guts to 

make 

t h e 

seem¬ 

ingly- 

forgot- 

ten mu¬ 

sical 

into a 

movie. 

"Evita," 

a cre¬ 

ation of 

com¬ 
poser 
An¬ 

drew 

Lloyd 

Webber and lyricist Tim Rice, is in¬ 

deed an interesting story with mu¬ 

sical diversity. The music style 

ranges from upbeat 80's ditties to 

powerful Latin chants. It tells the 

story of Eva Peron, played by Ma¬ 

donna, the contraversial wife of the 

Argentinian president-turned-dicta¬ 

tor Colonel Juan Peron, played by 

Jonathan Pryce. The story is nar¬ 

rated by a peasant named Che, 

played by Antonio Banderas. It 

takes a bit of historical knowledge 

to figure out that Che is future dic¬ 

tator Che Guevera. 

The plot runs smoothly 

with Alan Parker ending and begin¬ 

ning the film with Evita's funeral. 

Although this decision shows great 

strategy and good direction, the end 

did not match the breath-taking in¬ 

tensity of the beginning. The end's 

other failure is that Eva's death is 

dragged-out. Nobody wants to see 

Eva die for 45 minutes. The music 

of her final days, however, was 

beautiful. The trouble with refining 

a rock opera for a movie is that one 

must edit all the pieces for the 

screen, but one cannot cut out any 

music from an all-music (9 spoken 

********* 

Sote\ Please remember that the 

rating is out of a five star system, 

five stars meaning excellent and 

no star being horrible. 

lines — 1 counted) show. There are 

bits of humor in the movie, includ¬ 

ing the enjoyable scenes where Eva 

sleeps her way to the top until reach¬ 

ing her final and most powerful man, 

Juan Peron, whom she leads to the 

dictatorship. 

Madonna puts in an excel¬ 

lent performance. For parts of the 

movie Madonna, trades in her deep, 

seductive voice for a higher, slightly 

more saintly one. Although her voice 

skillfully reveals a lot about her posi¬ 

tion during the scene, she sometimes 

sounds strained, barely hitting notes 

on a few occasions. Her much-pub¬ 

licized rendition of "Don't Cry For 

Me Argentina" could have been 

louder and more stirring. The earlier 

haunting version during her funeral 

is more touching. 

Antonio Banderas' voice 

and acting were disappointing. You 

can hardly understand anything be¬ 

cause of his thick accent, and the only 

emotion he shows is anger. His nar- 

ration 

consists 

of snide, 

cynical 

remarks 

and his 

obses¬ 

sion with 

Eva, like 

everyone 

else in 

his own 

kind of 

lustful 

way. His 

role is 

never ex- 

plained. 

He and 

Eva 

never 

meet, which is never understood by 

the audience, but for a dream se¬ 

quence which also is never explained. 

The dream sequence is out of place, 

like Che. 

Probably, the best vocals 

and acting come from the hardly seen 

or heard Jonathan Pryce as Juan 

Peron. You probably know him best 

as the Infiniti Man, but he also has a 

lead role in the original London pro¬ 

duction of Miss Saigon to add to his 

credits. His silent performance is 

deeply touching, and it is too bad that 

he does not get more of a chance to 

show his talents. 

There are many small parts, 

not all well-performed however,and 

a huge chorus most often singing 

"Evita! Evita!" 

The costumes and sets are 

wonderful, and Parker does an excel¬ 

lent job of capturing Argentina in the 

1940s. There are many poignant mo¬ 

ments as well as many unnecessary 

moments that waste a significant 

amount of time. 

The "Evita" ads are also de¬ 

ceiving. The movie is not about "one 

woman's love for her country, one 

man, blah, blah, blah." They really 

romanticize, and we personally like 

it better when it is not some boring, 

touching love story. "Evita" is about 

a country's obsession with a woman, 

and a woman's obsession with 

power, fame, and herself. Now that's 

worth $7.50! 

Madonna sings the famous “Don't Cry for Me Argentina 

A scene from "Once Upon a Time When We Were Colored" shows a boy drinking 

out of the"colored water fountain. 

Phylicia Rashad of the "Cosby 

Show," the film's poorly-written 

script is unredeemable. 

When 1 compare the Delta 

lifestyle depicted in this film with my 

knowledge of the brutal realities of 

Mississippi poverty, I wonder 

whether this film is a propaganda 

piece whose creators try to downplay 

the suffering in promotion of black 

pride. There is much discussion of 

fleeing to the North, yet the director 

presents a southern black experience 

during the decades preceding the 

Civil Rights movement romantically, 

leading us to believe that the effects 

of poverty were easily offset by a 

force more powerful than hunger. 1 

think that the point the filmmakers 

are trying to make is that, despite the 

insults and inequities that 

Video 
Hi Shelf 

Llta Frank 

“Once Upon a Time When We 

Were Colored” 

Produced and Directed by: Tim 

Reid 

Screenplay: Paul W. Cooper 

Starring: Al Freeman, Jr., 

Phylicia Rashad 

Type: documentary 

Available: any videostore 
Stars: ★★ 

A little boy's first reading 

lesson consisted of the letters "C" 

and "W," which represented the 

most important words of his vocabu¬ 

lary, colored and white. He was 

taught to memorize these letters so 

that he would never choose the 

wrong water fountain when he was 

thirsty. This little boy grew up in the 

heart of the Mississippi Delta at a 

time when the cotton was picked by 

black hands for slave wages and 

black children were bussed from 

their homes to "colored" schools 

miles away. Through self-education 

and with the strong support system 

of his extended family, the little boy 

escaped the jaws of 

the economic and 

social conditions 

blacks faced in the 

South. Clifton L. 

Taulbert grew up to 

be a talented writer 

who ultimately 

wrote of his ex¬ 

tended family in 

his autobiography. 

"Once 

Upon a Time When 

We Were Colored" 

is a 90's dramatiza¬ 

tion of Taulbert's 

book and, though 

the autobiography 

is well-written, the 

film fails as both a 

historical source 

and a work of art. 

Despite the cast of 

talented actors, in¬ 

cluding former TV 

stars such as 

black Mississippians faced, an inter¬ 

nal self-love and a tight-knit commu¬ 

nity helped them to conquer the daily 

degradations that bombarded them. 

I am not, however, convinced of the 

historical accuracy of this assertion. 

The director chose a realis¬ 

tic style for this film, employing 

mostly eye-level shots and simple ed¬ 

iting. Perhaps the intended result 

was a documentary-like film but, in 

truth, it is more like a made-for-TV 

movie. The mise en scene, or ar¬ 

rangement of physical elements (such 

as actors, props, etc.) in each picture, 

is basic and lacks artistic ingenuity. 

There are three potential 

reasons for this film's production. It 

may have 

been intended 

as a children's 

movie, sup¬ 

plying them 

with an over¬ 

view of a dif¬ 

ficult scene in 

the history of 

African- 

A mericans. 

Or, maybe it is. 

supposed to 

motivate us to 

r e a d • 

Taulbert's 

book. Most 

likely this film 

was created to 

provide work 

for a bunch of 

unemployed 

stars of now- 

off-the-air80's 

sitcoms. 

The cover of Clifton L. Taulbert's 

memoir of life in the colored section of 

a Mississippi tmun. 

Ski Lodges 

Juna Lat 

Okay, this is another in¬ 

stallment of my report on skiing and 

snowboarding. Today's segment: 

lodges and resorts. Though I am not 

a die-hard ski bum, I do get my few 

days of skiing, and now 

snowboarding, every year at differ¬ 

ent places. For your convenience, 1 

will restrict my various tales to ski 

lodges around the Maryland and 

Pennsylvania areas. 

To start, I began skiing at 

Ski Roundtop in Pennsylvania, 

about an hour and a half from Bal¬ 

timore. The slopes are well- 

groomed, and the snow is generally 

good, but the slopes are not very 

challenging or interesting. Besides 

the slopes, the teaching here is ex¬ 

cellent. In one year, I was able to 

improve from a beginner to an in¬ 

termediate/advanced. Sadly, 

though I have not been there in a 

while, it seems that interest for the 

lodge is declining because more 

people seem to be going to Ski Lib¬ 

erty, an affiliate of Roundtop. 

Ski Liberty today is very 

different from Liberty a few years 

ago. The whole backside of the 

mountain has been opened, and ac¬ 

cording to avid skiers Jessie 

Margolis, '97, and Honey Freilich, 

'97, the backside is much better than 

the front. Like Roundtop, the 

slopes are well-cared for, but they 

are also a bit more challenging, 

which is fun for the advanced skier 

but not so good for beginners. The 

teaching is also wonderful here. 

They have similar methods to the 

instructors of Ski Roundtop, mean¬ 

ing that improvement is certain to 

occur. 

Another lodge around this 

area is Whitetail Ski Resort in west¬ 

ern Pennsylvania, close to Mary¬ 

land. Though I haye nevergotjen a 

lesson there, from Tjsfening tosome 

of the instructors, the quality of 

teaching seems to be pretty good, 

though not quite as impressive as 

at Roundtop and Liberty. However, 

the slopes and the actual lodge are 

better. The slopes are longer and 

more interesting than the ones at the 

other two lodges with the snow 

about the same quality. The lodge, 

however, is much cleaner and nicer. 

The food, a bit expensive, is never¬ 

theless much better than anything I 

have so far tasted at other ski lodges. 

Whitetail has a juice bar in one of 

the lounges where the bartenders 

mix custom juices for the custom¬ 

ers. The lodge is the best that I've 

experienced. 

The worst would have to 

be Camelback Ski Resort in the 

Poconos of Pennsylvania. There, 

everything is expensive. 1 mean re¬ 

ally expensive. Lift tickets and les¬ 

son costs are almost twice that of the 

other three resorts. That difference 

immediately turned me off from the 

place. The instructor quality is also 

very poor. All in all, places closest 

to home see much better than those 

ritzy places far away. 
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Tender Impressions: An Artist’s 
Eye on Community Service 

by REBECCA STRAUS 

The Community Service 

Organization, in conjunction with 

Arts Council, will be presenting an 

art exhibit of painting, drawing, pho¬ 

tography, poetry, and prose inspired 

by community service. The display, 

entitled "Tender Impressions: the Art 

of Service," is designed to foster re¬ 

flection on service using art as an ap¬ 

propriate and uniquely expressive 

medium. 

Arts Council president, 

Elaine Shen, ’97, believes that art¬ 

work is a wonderful means for this 

sort of expression because "art is not 

just something that's pretty but 

something that should be used to 

communicate as well. It's important 

that art be integrated into other as¬ 

pects of our lives." 

The exhibit will go on dis¬ 

play in the Commons room from 

May 12 to the end of the school year. 

Mrs. Diane Roberson's art classes 

and Mr. John Ford's photography 

classes will work on projects to sub¬ 

mit to the exhibition. However, sub¬ 

missions from all students and fac¬ 

ulty are encouraged. 

Chrissy Miola, ’97, presi¬ 

dent of the Community Service Or¬ 

ganization, is anticipating a success¬ 

ful exhibit and hopes that the art ex¬ 

hibit will "become an annual affair 

[which will] continue to encourage 

service." Artwork for this spring's 

exhibit can be submitted to Hussa 

Black, ’00, Chrissy Miola, '97, or 

Elaine Shen,'97. If possible, all work 

should be mounted and ready for 

display. 

Prologue at Center Stage 
Introduces Theater toYouth 

by MIRIAM STEWART 

For those who have re¬ 

cently attended a cultural event, the 

following scene will not be surpris¬ 

ing: the hall is half empty, and it 

seems as if you are the only person 

below the age of 65 in attendance. 

Statistics prove that the arts are fac¬ 

ing this troubling reality. In fact, 

only 2% of the American popula¬ 

tion attends the theater. "The prob¬ 

lem is that a disproportionate per¬ 

centage of the theater audience is 

over 40 years-old,” laments Lisa 

Frank, '97. "In a few years there will 

be nobody to come see shows." To 

combat the shrinking audience, the¬ 

aters like Center Stage are trying 

new ways to attract more people. 

Several years ago. Center 

Stage received a grant for programs 

that bring youth and the theater 

together. One of its creations was 

"Theater for a New Generation," a 

program that attacks the problem 

of reduced interest in theater on 

many different fronts. Actors are 

sent to inner city schools to talk 

about the theaterand perform. Stu¬ 

dents from these schools are also 

brought to see productions at Cen¬ 

ter Stage. Student matinees which 

have cheaper admission have also 

been added to the theater's sched¬ 

ule. 

Prologue, a group of 

young theater enthusiasts, acts as 

an advisory board to "Theater for a 

New Generation." The group meets 

each time a new show goes up at 

Center Stage. "We tell them our per¬ 

spective and help them plan what to 

do to attract younger audiences," 

says Lisa. 

In return, the members of 

Prologue get to attend each show in 

Center Stage's schedule for free. The 

group convenes two hours before the 

show for dinner, discussion, and vis¬ 

its from guest speakers involved in 

Center Stage's productions. "I learn 

a lot because this is a big professional 

theater, " explains Lisa. "At Center 

Stage, everything [that goes into a 

production] is done there. It is self- 

sufficient." Hence, members of Pro¬ 

logue get to hear not only about the 

acting facet of theater, with which 

they may already be familiar, but 

also about the vast technical aspects 

of putting up a play. 

Prologue is not necessarily 

just for those currently involved in 

theater, though most of its members 

participate in school and community 

productions. In fact, the only crite¬ 

rion for membership is the desire to 

participate. "You just find someone 

who's in Prologue, and they bring 

you to one of the meetings," says 

Lydia Traill, '97. 

As theater struggles to 

make itself relevant to a new genera¬ 

tion of theater-goers, it will increas¬ 

ingly rely on the support of teenager 

and young adults. 

Arts Calendar 
February 21-March 16 
The Lisbon Traviata 
Thursdays thru Saturdays 8 p.m. 

Sundays 2:30 p.m. 

Everyman Theatre 

'rL2eB@i%-220f 
students with lb $13 _ ' ’ 

Written by Terence McNally, author of 

“Love, Valour, Compassion and 

Master Class, ” play about two opera 

lovers and the obsession in their lives 

The birds are singing, the sun is 

whining and you re outside enjoying 

a delicious peanut-butter and jelly 

sandwich, hut something s missing.... 

The Arts Council will fill 

this void with music, acting and 

other performances in the Howell 

Quad, if you or any of your friends 

are interested in displaying your tal¬ 

ents, please contact Elaine Shen, 97, 

Vicki Saah, 99 or Ada Pal mer, 99. 

February 21 and 23 
An Evening and An Afternoon of 
Dance 
Friday 7:30 p.m., Sunday 2:30 p.m. 

Centennial Hall, Bryn Mawr School 

$3 general admission 

A performance by the Bryn Mawr 

Varsity Dance Company 

February 22 
Manuel Barrueco 
Saturday 8 p.m. 

Peabody Conservatory, Miriam 

Friedberg Hall 

Telephone (410) 659-8124 

general $16, senior citizens $8, 

students with ID $5 

Guitarist who has recorded many 

compact discs and is known world¬ 

wide 

February 22, March 1 and 2 
Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor 
Dreamcoat 
Saturdays 7:30 p.m., Sunday 12 p.m. 

The Church of Redeeemer Youth 

Group 

free admission 

presented by the Church of Redeemer 

Youth Group, which includes students 

from the tri-school area 

February 27 
Winter Concert 

Greater Balitmore Youth Orchestra 
Sunday 3 p.m. 

Our Lady of the Angels Chapel at 

Charlestown 

Telephone (410) 821-5783 

February 28, March 1,2 
Abe Lincoln in Illinois 
Friday, Saturday 8 p.m 

Sunday 2 p.m. 

Gilman Auditorium 

admission TBA 

A historical drama about the life of Abe 

Lincoln performed by Bryn Mawr and 

Gilman students 

February 28 
Peabody Symphony Orchestra 
Bill-John Newbrough, winner of the 
Yale Gordan Concerto Competition 
Friday 8 p.m. 

Peabody Conservatory, Miriam 

Friedberg Hall 

Telephone (410) 659-8124 

students with ID $5, adults $16 

Prokofiev, Symphony No. 2 and 

Rachmaninoff, Piano Concerto No. 1 

March 2 
Bach: St. John Passion 
Sunday 3 p.m. 

Second Presbyterian Church 

Telephone (410) 366-6544 

$21, $16, $10 admission 

A performance by a 40 voice chamber 

choir 

March 3 and 4 
Opera Potpourri 
Monday and Tuesday 8 p.m. 

Peabody Conservatory, North Hall 

Telephone (410) 659-8124 

free admission 

Scenes from 18th and 19th century 

opera 

March 6,7,8,13,14,15 
Gilbert and Sullivan's 
Pirates of Penzance (Slave of Duty) 
Thursday, Friday and Saturday 8 p.m. 

Loyola High School Library 

admission $5 

Frederick, an ex-pirate, aspires to rid 

the world of pirates and win the hand 

of the fair Mabel, cast includes 

several Bryn Mawr students, come 

for a "rollicking good time" 

March 16 
All-State Senior Orchestra 
Performance 
Sunday 2 p.m. 

Hagerstown High School Auditorium 

free admission 

Includes several Bryn Mawr students 

Compiled by Danielle Kalish '97 and 

Shelby Meyerhoff '98, the Arts 

Calendar zuas created to promote 

events that involve Bryn Mawr 

students or are accessible to them. If 

you are participating in any art- 

related event, please contact Danielle 

or Shelby. 

poetry 
corner 

All Over Again 

by Youyoung Lee, '01 

When I hear 

its sweet cry 

hurting or 

smiling or 

singing 

I fall in love 

All over again 

But when I pick 

up my soul, my 

investment,my 

violin 

I hear its 

moaning 

All over again 

I try so 

hard to make 

it cry, but it stays 

cold, rigid and silent 

and I hate it 

All over again 

This piece was recemtly sub¬ 
mitted to Magpie, the middle school lit¬ 
erary magazine. Middle schoolers in¬ 
terested in submitting poetry, prose or 
artwork should contact Ms. Elizabeth 
Massey, middle school English teacher. 
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Faculty Prowess Uncovered 
by PATTI BORENSTEIN 

These days they wander 

the halls, graded tests in hand, click¬ 

ing on the tiled floors and stone por¬ 

ticos in their heels and loafers. For 

now, they are pristine, well-dressed, 

intimidating at the blackboard, chalk 

flying wildly ... for now, they are 

teachers. But not so long ago, these 

pillars of the educational community 

sprinted towards goalies, plowed 

into defenders, and shook their 

pompoms ... 

Most people know that Ms. 

Annemarie Merow was a soccer 

prodigy, that Ms. Talia Busby played 

basketball at U Mass, and that the 

majority of the gym department has 

always been involved in sports. But 

deep within the Bryn Mawr commu¬ 

nity, there lurk hidden talents, teach¬ 

ers who somewhere in their past 

were breathtaking displays of hand- 

eye coordination and endurance. 

Ms. Barbara Weber, Upper School 

Secretary 

If ever you saw Mrs. Weber 

dodging past a crowd of students, in 

a desperate attempt to relay mes¬ 

sages to the mailboxes, you might 

have overlooked it. But picture her 

in a black tunic, white shirt and red 

sash, breezing past those green-clad 

blockades, and suddenly, you have 

the making of a varsity field hockey 

player. Yes, it's true. In high school, 

Mrs. Weber played field hockey for 

Dulaney high school, in a tunic that 

she describes as "not dissimilar to 

(Bryn Mawr's)." 

Ms. Susan Solberg, History Teacher 

Our own Ms. Solberg ran 

up and down the side lines, as, of 

course, a cheerleader. Were you sur¬ 

prised? She even taught us a cheer 

from her glory days as a Githen's 

High Cheerleader in North Carolina: 

"Zero, one, two... do you know what 

to do? All the Githen's Raiders get 

up and bugaloo!" So the next time 

Ms. Solberg flashes you a "go get 

'em" smile, just picture her in a navy 

box-pleated skirt, white sweater 

with a blue megaphone, pom poms 

optional. 

Ms. Rebecca Henry, History Teacher 

"The difference between 

women and men's ice hockey is 

something like the difference be¬ 

tween women's and men's lacrosse. 

Ours is a better version of the sport." 

In college at Yale, Ms. Henry played 

on the women's varsity ice hockey 

team and went on the coach at the 

school where she taught prior to 

Bryn Mawr. Why such a little- 

known fact? Well, without a team at 

BMS, Ms. Henry lacks a place to 

showcase her talents. But keep in 

mind: if you ever see her sliding 

across an ice-covered quad, this 

teacher's got balance! 

Ms. Jackie Sanders, Librarian 

At South Hagerstown High 

School, Ms. Sanders was an enthusi¬ 

astic member of the Varsity basket¬ 

ball team: "Well, I should tell you, 1 

only sat the bench. But they needed 

people to keep it warm." Mrs. Sand¬ 

ers was also an accomplished baton 

twirler; sporting a white skirt, white 

boots with green tassels, and a tall 

hat, she marched with the band. She 

even chose to continue her baton- 

twirling career into college. 

Ms. Rachel Eisler, English Depart¬ 

ment Head 

"Stroke, stroke, power ten 

... Row! Row!" No, this is not one 

of Ms. Eisler's newest poems. 

Rather, these were her words of 

choice throughout graduate school 

at Cambridge. Asa coxswain for the 

crew team, Ms. Eisler yelled com¬ 

mands at the rowers, pushing them, 

screaming against their grunts. As 

if that weren't enough, Ms. Eisler 

adds, "1 was also a varsity sleeper!" 

Ms. Diane Levine, English Teacher 

Running, tennis, majorette, 

this teacher did it all. Asa member 

of the tennis team, she wore white 

shorts and a yellow jersey. But Mrs. 

Levine explains that she attended a 

coed school, so the best uniforms 

went to the boys. 

Ms. Maureen Sanborn, Athletic Di¬ 

rector 

Sure, sure, you're thinking 

Ms. Sanborn was obviously an ath¬ 

lete; she is the director of athletics. 

But wait, this teacher may surprise 

you yet. In a wool skirt and sweater, 

white socks and saddle shoes, Ms. 

Sanborn was a full-fledged cheer¬ 

leader. Middle school, high school, 

even into college, she "Raaaed!" and 

"Yeahhed!" her teams to victory. 

And what's more? Ms. Sanborn was 

a gymnastic cheerleader, doing flips 

down the field. 

So from now on, when 

your teachers dive for a falling chair 

or sprint into convocation, leaping 

over seats as the bell rings, be aware! 

They just might have been star play¬ 

ers at their own schools long ago. 

TOBACCO COMPANIES SPEND 

16.5 MILLION 
DOLLARS A DAY TO SELL 

CIGARETTES* 

’and it hardly costs you a thing. 

^ CDC 

“Llfttn Upf BMS Golfers Almost Extinct 
by PREETHA CHAKRABARTI 

Whenever she has any spare 

lime, Rachel Sherwood, ’97, heads out 

to the golf course for some fun. Rachel 

has been golfing ever since she was five, 

when her parents first signed her up for 

golf lessons at Chartwell Community 

Club. She has been playing ever since. 

Having played so often at Chartwell 

community Club, Rachel claims that she 

could even “play the course blind¬ 

folded.” 

After playing with the Junior 

Golfers, Rachel joined the Ladies 9-18 

Holer group last year. There are only 

about three other girls her age in the 

group. The rest are older so the compe¬ 

tition is much greater than in her previ¬ 

ous group. 

Rachel usually tries to get out 

to the courses over the weekends, how¬ 

ever she docs not gel much of a chance 

except during the summer. Without 

enough practice at golfing, Rachel ex¬ 

plains, one would lose the hang of the 

game — such as swing mechanics — 

and thus Rachel tries to get out as much 

as she can. 

Once, Rachel says, a golf 

match of the maximum 18 holes between 

her and a beginner golfer lasted a total 

of six hours! She has even played a golf 

match in the dark with her father, using 

glow-in-the dark golf balls, of course. 

At Bryn Mawr, golf is only 

played in the tenth grade gym classes 

and for only two or three classes, ex¬ 

plains Ms. Maureen Sanborn, athletic di¬ 

rector. Golf is not a sport played among 

most of the AIS girls’ schools, however 

the AIS is still discussing the issue. So 

why does Bryn Mawr even bother to 

teach golf in gym class? “We want to 

provide fun, creative, recreational, and 

lifetime sports for the girls,” says Ms. 

Sanborn. The Phys-Ed Department, 

however, has decided to relocate its gym 

classes offering golf to the University of 

Baltimore. Girls will get a real chance 

to play there because the UB field of¬ 

fers a large area only for golfing and a 

small drivingirange. This decision was 

reached shortly after a few unforeseen 

golfing accidents, such as the smashing 

of Ms. Libby Fraker’s windshield dur¬ 

ing her own gym class. 

The lack of opportunities in 

golfing at Bryn Mawr strikes Rachel as 

“a shame.” Rachel thinks that Bryn 

Mawr should definitely offer a golfing 

team. She even tried to join the Gilman 

golfing team but was unable to because 

she was told by Gilman that there were 

“too many circumstances” to make this 

possible. Rachel also hopes to play golf 

in college, but perhaps only on an intra¬ 

mural team. 

There is a lot of etiquette in¬ 

volved in the game of golf, even a 

manual of golfing etiquette. For ex¬ 

ample, one must always remain quiet 

while another player is hitting the ball 

to show respect for all of the other play¬ 

ers. Also, the players farthest away from 

the hole always hit first. As these rules 

grow in number and as the competition 

increases, golf still remains a “personal 

game” to Rachel, who, she says, is re¬ 

ally only competing against herself. 


